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Rangriver winds; the hills under Three-corner, and the long stretch of Fleetlithe gradually leading into the terrible gorges of the ice-mountains, girdle in these grey-green flats: it is a noteworthy place historically, for in fact the men who died here or hereabout still live in people's minds as the writers of the great stories and both the Eddas."
Later he writes: " I spent my time alone in trying to regain my spirits, which had suddenly fallen very low almost ever since we came into Laxdale. Just think though, what a mournful place this is—Iceland I mean— setting aside the pleasure of one's animal life there, the fresh air, the riding and rough life, and feeling of adventure ; how every place and name marks the death of its short-lived eagerness and glory: and withal so little is the life changed in some ways: Olaf Peacock went about summer and winter after his live stock, and saw to his hay-making and fishing, just as this little peak-nosed parson does. . . . But Lord! what littleness and helplessness has taken the place of the old passion and violence that had place here once—and all is unfor-gotten." Still later : " I have seen many marvels and some terrible pieces of country: slept in the home-field of Njal's house, and Gunnar's, and at Herdholt: I have seen Bjarg and Bathstead and the place where Bolli was killed, and am now a half hour's ride from where Gudrun died." So much of this was woven into his later romances.
Just before leaving England, he had entered into occupation of a new home in the country—Kelrnscott